Parable of the King and the Poisoned Well 


There was once a wise king who ruled over a vast kingdom - his land and people - with 
justice, mercy, and kindness. He was feared for his might and loved for his wisdom. The 
country lacked for nothing, nor did the city from where the king ruled. Now in the heart 
of the city, there was a communal well, renown for its pure and crystalline waters from 
which the king and all the inhabitants drank. 

As any ruler - just or wicked - the wise king was not without his enemies. And so, one 
night when all were asleep, a powerful wizard who wanted to destroy the entire 
kingdom, one of the king’s great antagonists, entered the city in secret and poured seven § 
drops of a magic potion into the well. Henceforth all who drink this water would go mad. 

The next morning,.all the people drank of the water and went mad... but not the king. 
The king became worried and tried to control the population by issuing a series of edicts 
governing security and public health. But the policemen and the inspectors, however, 
had also drunk the poisoned water, and they thought the king’s decisions were absurd 
and resolved to take notice of them. When the inhabitants of the kingdom heard these § 
decrees, they became convinced that the king had gone mad and was now giving 
nonsensical orders. 

And the people began to say: "The king is mad and has lost_his reason. Look how 
strangely he behaves. We cannot: be ruled by a madman, so he must be dethroned." And | 
they marched on the castle and called for his abdication. 

The king grew very fearful, for his.subjects-were preparing to rise against him. He had 
a difficult choice: risk being destroyed by his beloved subjects or abdicate. In despair 4 
the king prepared to step down’ from.the throne. 

His fool offered him a golden goblet cool glass of fresh water from the poisoned well to 
soothe his nerves... which the king drank deeply and immediately began talking 
nonsense. His subjects repented at-once;-now, that the king was displaying such 
‘wisdom’ again, saying to each other: "Why not allow him to rule the country?" 

The next day, there was great rejoicing among the people, for their beloved king had 
finally regained his reason. The country continued’ to live in peace, although its 
inhabitants behaved very differently from those of its neighbors. And the king was able to 
govern until the end of his days. 

Author Unknown 


“The object of life is not to be on the side of the majority, but to 
escape finding oneself in the ranks of the insane.” 
Marcus Aurelius, Meditations 


Parable of the Little Bird 


A little bird was enjoying a flight in the last rays of warmth before settling down into his cozy nest for the night. As he dove and swooped 
across the sky, he noticed a flock of birds flying as though the devil itself was on their tail- feathers. 

"Hey," he called. "Where are you going?" 

"We're flying south for the winter," they called over their wings. "Winter's coming and we have to go south, where it will be warm, before 
it gets too cold." 

The little bird was puzzled. This was his first winter... and he'd never heard of such a thing before: "Why would you do that?" 

"Its going to get colder and colder yet," they called back. "There will be no food! Now hurry... or you wont make it." 

The little bird waved them off and considered what they'd said: He'd felt cold before in the dark of night and it wasn't really that bad, eh! 
He usually just nestled down further into his nest and fluffed up his feathers around him and was fine. No food! Hah - with all the others 
birds gone, there'd be plenty of food for him. Flying long distances was hard work and he'd fare much better staying behind! His mind was 
made up. 

He was all right for awhile... living high on the land and enjoying himself whilest all the other birds had long ago gone. south There was 
plenty to eat in the dying fields and the bugs were slow moving. and easy to.catch because of the growing cold. He lay back in his nest, fat 
and happy, laughing at the silly birds who'd flown south. 

One morning he was rudely awoken from a restless sleep by a freezing rain pelting down on his nest - and he wasn't very happy. It was c 
old... and he was shuddering in his feathers. He could not shake off the cold - and it permeated into his tiny little hollow bones. Then he 
realized the truth... he had to get south... and he had to get there fast. So, he took to flight, without success trying to fly above the rain 
clouds. The higher he got... the colder it became. Ice began forming on his wings and, as he spiraled downwards into a large field... he 
panicked. 


The little bird hit the ground... , nearly dead, he thought it was his darkest hour. As he lay there on the frozen ground, the icy rain pelting 
onto him, he stared up at the grey skies and, hopeless, begged God for some help. Unbeknownst to him, he had landed smack dab in the 
middle of a cow pasture. An old cow found the bird laying there, shivering in the sleet and rain, and felt sorry for it... but what could it do to 
help the poor little bird? after all... it was only a cow, eh! 

The old cow turned as if to leave... and pooped some hot, steaming dung on him (and continued on its way). 


"Fine..." thought the little bird. "Why not add insult to my misery." But, as the frozen bird lay there in the pile of cow dung, he began to 
realize - much to his surprise - how warm he was.- it was a miracle. The dung was actually thawing him out! He lay there all warm and 
happy, and soon began to sing for joy: "O happy day! O happy day!" 


Not far off was a barn... and in side it was an old tomcat, curled up in the hay, dreaming of spring when the birds wouldst return... and he'd 
have bloody-hot fresh meat again instead of dry food, which is all he got to eat having killed all the mice and rats on the farm long ago. 
Suddenly, his ears pricked... and his head shot up: "What? could it be?" 

Curious, the cat padded out of the barn, cocking his head to listen to .the bird singing. Evidently, some bird had not flown south... and, 
following the sound, the cat discovered it under the pile of cow dung. "Psst..." he said, "little bird, what are you doing inside of that 
cowpie?" 

The little bird laughed, "I was dying here in the icy rain and an old cow shat on me... saving my life. Its amazing." 

"Wow, that's absolutely amazing all right," replied the cat, purring. "But I can't help but notice how you're all covered in shit now. Can I 
help... let me pull you out and clean you up a bit? then you can really enjoy your new lease on life!" 


The little bird was jubilant. Not only had he been saved from the jaws of death in a most unexpected way... but now he was to be helped again 
by this most unlikely source. He haply let the cat reach out a paw and promptly picked him out of the cow-plop... delicately brushing the 
stinky poo off of it... and after the little bird had been perfectly cleaned... and ate him. 


Morals of the story: 

1) Don't discount experienced advice of people who care about your success in life. 

2) Don't procrastinate. He who hesitates is lost. 

3) Not everyone who shits on you is your enemy. 

4) Not everyone who gets you out of shit is your friend. 

5) And when you're warm and happy in a deep pile of shit...it's best to keep your mouth shut! 
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